chosen for the journey was more like Easter than Thanks- 8 5
giving Day. From the station to the ruins was a walk of
several kilometers. As at Epidaurus there was a sublime
stillness all about We walked leisurely towards the en-
circling hills which rise up from the gleaming Argive
plain. A few birds were wheeling overhead in the un-
broken vault of blue. Suddenly we came upon a little boy
crying as if his heart would break. He was standing in
the field beside the road. His weeping had absolutely no
relation to the hushed and tranquil world in which he
stood j it was as if he had been set down in the green field
by a spirit from the outside world. What could a little
boy be crying about at such an hour in such a wondrous
world? Katsimbalis went over and spoke to him. He was
crying because his sister had stolen his money. How much
money? Three drachmas. Money, money. .,. . Even
here there was such a thing as money. The word money
never sounded so preposterous to me before. How could
one think such a word in this world of terror-and beauty *
and magic? If he had lost a donkey or a parrot I could
have underst6od. But three drachmas—I just couldn't
visualize the meaning of three drachmas. I couldn't be-
lieve he was weeping. It was an hallucination. Let him
stand there and weep—the spirit would come and fetch
him again; he didn't belong, he was an anomaly.
After you pass the little hostelry run by Agamem-
•non and his wife, which faces a field of Irish green, you
become immediately aware that the earth is sown with
the bodies and the relics of legendary figures. Even be-
fore Katsimbalis opened his mouth I knew they were
lying all about us-—the earth tells you so. The approach
to the place of horror is fantastically inviting. There are
smooth green mounds, hummocks, hillocks, tumuli every-
• where, and beneath them, not very deep either, lie the *
warriors, the heroes, the fabulous innovators who with-
in

